ACT  V

SCENE I
INDAMQRA alone.

[ND, The night seems doubled with the fear
she brings,

And o'er the citadel new spreads her wings.

The morning, as mistaken, turns about,
And all her early fires again go out.
Shouts, cries, and groans, first pierce my ears, and then
A flash of lightning draws the guilty scene,
And shows me arms, and wounds, and dying men.
Ah, should my Aureng-Zebe be fighting there,
And envious winds, distinguished to my car,
His dying groans and his last accents bear!

To her MORAT, attended,

Mor. The bloody business of the night is done,
And in the citadel, an empire won,
Our swords so wholly did the fates employ,
That they, at length, grew weary to destroy,
Refused the work we brought, and, out of breath,
Made sorrow and despair attend for death.
But what of all my conquest can I boast ?
My haughty pride, before your eyes, is lost:
And victory but gains me to present
Thar doomage, which our eastern world has sent.

ind. Your victory, alas 1 begets my fears.
Can you not then triumph without my tears ?
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